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Caught My Baby Messin\’ Around With Another Man 


Author's Notes: 
A deleted scene from my Bob Dylan/Jimi Hendrix series \INII Never Get Over Those Blue Eyes\', you should go 


read it if you haven\'t. 


Bob had just left the party with Johnny. 


| sat in the corner of the room at a couch, speaking to some gals from the party, but all | could think of is 
Bob. Bob, my boyfriend since May when we met on his world tour. We were on one of my tours now, and | 
asked Bob to come with me. So here we are, together on my tour, but now he's run off with the great Johnny 


Cash and l'm nervous about it. 


| had some ill feeling in my stomach that my baby was up to no good with the country singer. 


The way Johnny had his hand on the small of Bob's back as they left the hotel room. 
Fuck. 
| ran a nervous hand through my hair and tried to stay focused on the blonde girl who was speaking to me. 


But it was tough, and | couldn't hold out much longer. 


| stood up from the couch, excusing myself from the 2 girls who looked slightly offended. 

| left the room in a haste, walking down the hall looking for my baby. 

| heard them before | saw them, it was down at the end of the hall, and | could never mistake the sounds of 
Bob when he's in pleasure. 

My heart breaks before | even see it with my eyes. 

Once | do, | feel like | could throw up. 

Johnny has got my Bobby pinned to the wall and is kissing all down his neck, while caressing his hands under 
Bob's shirt. 

Bob hands are fumbling to undo Johnny's belt and they haven't even noticed me there until | nearly shout. 
"Bob, what the fuck?" | hiss. 

They both jolt apart and Bob's gorgeous blue eyes are wide with horror as he looks to me, "Oh shit, Jimi--" 
| shake my head, eyes filling up with tears, "How could you, baby?" 


"Fuck" He moves from Johnny, and tries to grab for me, but | shove him away and shake my head, turning 


from him. 


"| don't even know what to say to you right now, Bob." | begin walking down the hall where | came from, "Can't 


fuckin’ believe you." 
"Jimi, please." He cries and | raise up my hand as | continue to walk 


"Save it" 


| rush into our room and slam the door shut, not able to stop the tears that fall from my eyes. 
| slide down the door and press my hands to my face. 


How could he do something like that to me? | thought we had something special? We're so in love, he left his 
tour for me. | thought he.l thought he loved only me? 


My eyes fix on his bag across the room and l'm suddenly angry, as | get up to go fling his suitcase out of the 


room, there's a fervent knocking on the door. 
"Jimi, please, baby, open the door.” 


| grab his suitcase up in my hand and throw the door open, as my eyes fix on him, | can see he's nearly 


crying as well, "Baby--" He says hoarsely and | cut him off, by raising up my hand. 

| throw his suitcase at him and he barely catches it, "Jimi, what're you--" 

"Get the hell out of here, go on with your new love and leave me the hell alone. | can't be with a cheater. | 
mean, how could you do this to me, Bob? You know how much you mean to me." My heart continues to break 
as | stare at his beautiful face, his bright blue eyes filled with tears. 

"I love you, Jimi, don't-Don't do this to me." he shakes his head and | shake mine furiously. 

"If you loved me you wouldn't be fucking around with another man, now would you?" 

Bob sighs, "Jimi |-Its complicated alright? I've been with him before, before | was with you." 

My mouth falls open, "You were with Johnny-fucking-Cash and you never told me this?" 

Bob puts a hand over his eyes, tears falling down freely now, "Yes, yes | was, Jimi I'm sorry--" 

| hold up my hand, looking away from him, "You were going to sleep with him tonight, weren't you? Then you 
were going to what? Come back into bed with me?" My stomach turns at the thought and | nearly groan, 


Fuckin’ hell Bob, you can't do this, you can't." | sigh and shake my head in complete disbelief. 


"Is that all | am to you, Bob?" | force myself to look back at him and he's shaking his head, tears falling down. 


"No, Jimi..l love you more than anyone or anything--" 


"Then how could you do this to me, Bobl?" | scream, "You fucking know how much you mean to me!" 


"lm sorry!" 


"No," | shake my head, "You were gonna fuck someone else, without giving me a second thought. Obviously | 


don't mean that much to you." 

"That's not true." 

"Where is he now? I'll kick his ass, | don't care if he's Johnny goddamned Cash, he touched what's mine--" 

Bob shakes his head furiously and presses his hands to my chest, pushing me back into the room, he grabs up 
his suitcase and tosses it into the room. He closes the door behind us and walks up to me, hands reaching up 
to my cheeks, "lm sorry, baby, I'm sorry." 

| can't stop crying, "How could you?" | whisper. 


‘I'm sorry, I'm sorry." He wraps his arms around my neck, pressing a kiss to my cheek, "I love you." 


| shake my head, wrapping my arms tightly around his waist practically lifting him from the ground, | turn him 
around and shove him up against the wall. | push his legs apart and he wraps them around my waist. 


| move my face into his neck and begin kissing vigorously, "You little shit” | mutter, and then suck hard into his 


neck, making sure to leave a bright hickey there. 
He moans, running his finger's into my hair, letting me completely ravish him. 


"You were going to fuck him." | cry into Bob's neck and he shakes his head, "You we're." | nearly scream and he 


makes me kiss him again, and his lips are so sweet. 

| can't let him go. 

No matter how bad | want to right now, | can't let him go. 

‘| want you, Jimi." He pants into my ear, and the thought of being inside of him sounds so good. | can already 
feel his velvety heat wrapped so wonderfully tight around me. "Come on baby, don't you want to fuck me?" He 
whispers and | want to wrap my fingers around his beautiful neck, make him shut up. 

He's too fucking perfect, | really fucking hate it right now. 

| end up fucking him on the table, all of his clothes off, but all | did was undo my belt and zip down my fly. | 


grip onto his hips tightly, staring down at his body and flushed face that he covers with his arm. | watch his 


mouth as he moans and cries out. 


It pisses me off that he probably would have been fucking Johnny right now instead of me if | wouldn't have 
gotten up to see where they'd ran off to. 


| give him no mercy, even as he reaches up to grip my wrist as my hand squeezes extremely tightly at his 


hip. He'll have bruises later no doubt, but that's what | want. 

"Jimi," His breath catches in his throat, "Oh fuckin’ hell--" 

| reach over and grab the back of his neck, making him sit up as | continue to fuck into him with vicious force. 
He wraps his arms around my waist, and presses his face into my neck, trying to keep his moans low. His 
finger nails dig into my back and he moans lowly. 

God he feels so good, and | can't believe he was going to let someone else have this. 

No one deserves to have this, not even me. 

But | love him, and no one else get's to touch him besides me. 


"You ever let anyone touch you again Bob and I'll fuckin’ hurt them." 


"Okay, baby, okay." He whispers, caressing my back, because l'm being extremely rough, and know he wishes 
that I'd slow down, but l'm not going to. 


"You little shit, you little shit, you're mine, you got that? | love you, don't do that to me again" | say and he 


nods. 


‘I'm sorry, but, Jimi--" He cusses, tensing up against me, "You gotta go easier baby, I'm hurtin’ here." He bites 


into his pale pink bottom lip. 


| just want him to shut up and take it like he deserves it, but I'd never hurt Bob, never. | slow down despite 
how pissed off | am. 


He sighs and moves his hands around to place on my chest, "God damn" He mutters as | continue to move 


inside of him, same speed but not as forceful. 


Once | finally come inside of him, he caresses my face and kisses my cheek sweetly. | pull out of him and he 


makes a low noise in his throat. 


| suddenly drop down so l'm between his spread legs, and | move 3 fingers to his loosened entrance, shoving 
them inside while using my other hand to jerk him off. 


| bite into his thigh as | get him off, and he digs his fingers into my hair, head thrown back beautifully as | 


gaze up at him. 


He finally shoots off onto his chest with a loud cry of my name and | continue to stroke my fingers inside him 
until he's completely spent against the table. 


| wipe off my hands on my pants and give him one last look over, meeting his eyes for a moment before | 


turn my back to him. 
"Fuck, Bob." | shake my head and then go over to the bed, falling face first on it, "Go shower." 


| don't hear him move from the table, and | pass out before | get to. 


